The Words upon the Window-pane

' Holy, delicate white hands' ? His patriotism was
a religion, never a philosophy. More extreme in
such things than Taylor and O'Leary, who often
seemed to live in the eighteenth century, to acknow-
ledge its canons alone in literature and in the arts,
I turned from Goldsmith and from Burke because
they had come to seem a part of the English
system, from Swift because I acknowledged, being
a romantic, no verse between Cowley and Smart's
Song to David, no prose between Sir Thomas Browne
and the Conversations of Landor, But now I read
Swift for months together, Burke and Berkeley less
often but always with excitement, and Goldsmith
lures and waits. I collect materials for my thought
and work, for some identification of my beliefs
with the nation itself, I seek an image of the
modern mind's discovery of itself, of its own
permanent form, in that one Irish century that
escaped from darkness and confusion* I would
that our fifteenth, sixteenth, or even our seven-
teenth century had been the clear mirror, but fate
decided against us.

Swift haunts me ; he is always just round the
next corner. Sometimes it is a thought of my great-
great-grandmother, a friend of that Archbishop
King who sent him to England about the * First
Fruits/ sometimes it is S* Patrick's, where I have
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